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	1. Chapter 1: Meet the Mutt

Vicki stared down at the dog. She wasn't quite sure where or when the stupid mutt had become so important to her, but for some strange reason she had come to love and care for it. It had been quite some time since she had first found the dog sitting outside her apartment and had offered it some food. After that first meal, the dog had come back every day for a week and Vicki had taken to sitting outside while the dog lapped water from a bowl and devoured whatever food she had brought it that day.

Not having found a tag, Vicki had taken the dog to see a local vet and had finally succumbed after two weeks of feeding to taking the dog in. It had been awkward at first. The first day, the dog just sat at the door and stared at her. She had tried to coax the dog to come relax, even placed some food and water out. She wasn't sure why, but something about the dog seemed familiar. Kind of like a long forgotten memory.

But try as she might, the dog didn't take the bait. He spent the next several hours just sitting and staring at her. She had finally given in and spent some time staring back. She noted the eyes the dog had to go with his long coat. With all others options gone and feeling defeated, Vicki had gone to sleep.

It had been pleasant to wake up to the dog curled up on her bed at her feet.

VXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVX

Vicki had ended up leaving Dimmsdale to make her way to Phoenix. 'The Valley of the Sun' or simply the Valley as many residents called it. It was a busy area, but it had worked for her. She had moved there shortly after high school. She needed an escape from her parents and her sister. They had all become a tad overbearing when she had foregone college. Instead of sitting around listening to their complaining, Vicki had packed up everything she owned and made her way out to the Valley. She had suffered through a few different jobs ranging from a grocery store to nanny duties before getting what she felt had been her luckiest break of all.

She'd spent some time writing, which was where her true passion lay. Nothing much came of it. She had started her own blog where she gave her "rant of the week" along with some other random tidbits she felt like raving about that week. It had developed quite a following and somehow she ended up picking up a few celebrity endorsements. Her blog soon was getting millions of hits a day and she found she was able to live comfortably on the income from the work.

So she had turned to writing. She'd written a few fiction pieces, but nothing really went too well. She got them turned down quite a bit. So she had sarcastically written a self-help book for life. For some reason, that was the piece that publishers had fallen in love with. When it reached number 4 on the New York Time's Bestseller list, they asked for a follow-up. Vicki had obliged, submitting a manuscript for her self-help book on love. It became an even bigger hit than her first, topping out at number 2 on the list.

And it always made Vicki chuckle a bit when one of her adoring fans would come up at a book signing and talk about how much Vicki's book had changed their lives. Vicki never felt guilty about it, but it did make her smile. Now if only she could manage that for herself.

But it never seemed to really work out. No matter the case, her boyfriends always ended up being jerks. Some wanted the money and fame, others wanted her body, and she never really mattered. Vicki began to hate it and turned to eating. She wanted to put on some weight and scare them all off. And she did put on some weight, becoming pleasantly plump as opposed to the obese she sought. It did manage to deter several of the guys after her body at least. But that seemed to make finding love even more difficult.

So Vicki had focused on her blog and her books. She had started on one last book, this one a bit more seriously. She was entitling it 'What to do when life is nothing but broken.'

It had been a depressing few months when Vicki had come across the mutt, but after just one week in her life, she loved that dog. Even with no good reason. And the dog seemed to love her, so that helped.

That had been about 5 months ago.

VXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVX

Vicki had just gone out for a walk, trying to clear her head after another long night of writer's block. The warm air (Let's face it, even early October in Phoenix is hot, no matter what time of day or night) almost felt refreshing on her skin. She felt strange in her tank top and jeans, but she just needed to get away. So she had walked for about an hour before turning to head back to her apartment.

And as she turned the corner, she saw it happen. The mutt had gotten out of her apartment and had been sitting, waiting for her to get back. When he had seen her come around the corner, he had jumped up and started to cross the street.

And Vicki felt it happening in slow motion. She watched the dog just as she heard the horns and screeching tires. And the next thing she knew, the dog was lying flat on the ground as she rushed to its side. Vicki began calling for help. She picked up the mutt and was directed to an emergency animal hospital just around the corner.

So she had run. She sprinted her way there, trying not to jostle the dog too much. She was so worried and concerned, that nothing else mattered. All she was worried about was having the dog curled up at her feet ever again. And as she thought about the mutt not being there, she felt herself begin to sob and a tear fall down her cheek.

What the hell was this? She was Victoria Valentine. How could she, of all people, be crying over a dog. What. The. Hell.

But then she heard a small gurgling sound from the dog and it didn't matter. She found the hospital and rushed in screaming.

"HELP!"

The lady behind the counter seemed shocked as the red-haired woman rushed in. After staring at Vicki for a moment, she jumped to her feet and brought a gurney over for Vicki to lay the dog on before rushing behind some swinging doors.

She returned a moment later with a short white-haired man in scrubs with an unruly beard dancing around his face. He had a kind, if crazy, Santa look about him. He stalked over to examine the dog while drilling Vicki for information.

"What happened?"

"He got hit by a car." Vicki felt herself sniffle again. She thought she might cry.

After sitting in a panic for a few moments, Vicki saw the vet's shoulders sag. She wasn't sure what it meant. He mumbled something under his breath before turning to the lady from behind the counter.

"Best give him to the new guy, he's one of the best I've ever seen. And this poor boy is going to need the best."

Vicki felt her breath hitch in her chest at that. If the mutt needed the best, that did not seem positive. She tried to control the sobbing she now felt in her chest. She watched as the Lady sprinted off through the doors once more, shouting for someone.

The old doctor looked at her before coming over and leading her carefully to a seat. He sat her down before pulling her chin up to look at him.

"Don't worry, my dear. I promise you the old boy is in the hands of the best vet I've ever seen in my 38 years. If anyone can save him, that youngin' can."

Vicki tried to smile at the doctors attempt to make her feel better, but it didn't help. After attempting a smile, she let her eyes fall again. The doctor stood up and let out a sigh.

"You relax my dear. We'll let you know as soon as we know anything."

As he walked away, Vicki felt herself being taken by sleep. The adrenaline rushing through her was too much to stay awake and focused. So she faded into the embrace of sleep.


	2. Chapter 2: The Doctor

Vicki felt herself slowly becoming aware of the room once more. She could feel the chair digging into her back and knew she was uncomfortable. It had been a long night and she knew her back would not be forgiving her anytime soon.

As she was about to stretch, she heard voices and decided she would wait and listen.

"That's her, over there."

"I guess I should go tell her."

"Take it easy, she was a bit of a mess last night when she brought him in."

"Ok, thanks Lauren."

She waited as their conversation ended. She knew that Lauren was the lady behind the counter. She recognized that voice. It was the other one which caught her attention. It wounded sweet and almost savory. She liked how it felt to listen to it.

As she was dwelling on this, she became aware of footsteps near her. She still had not opened her eyes or moved. She waited until a hand was placed on her shoulder.

"Miss?" The hand shook her a bit, trying to gage if she was awake. Feigning waking as she stretched, Vicki slowly looked up. And she found herself staring into bright blue eyes with brunette hair.

Wait, what? She knew those eyes and that hair. And when she caught a glimpse of a pink t-shirt below the scrubs, all doubt was removed. She almost jumped as he seemed to realize the same thing.

"Vicki?" There was shock in his voice as he withdrew his hand. She missed it for a moment, appreciating the kindness and comfort it had been offering. Then she offered him a slow grin.

"Hey Twerp." He dropped into the seat beside her and she appreciated that he had not gone running away. She thought back to how she had treated him when he was younger and she was very happy he did not run away when he figured out who she was.

"So…wow…" He stopped and stared for a moment, simply taking her in. She appreciated it for a moment when his eyes dipped down across her entire body. Then she caught herself. Why would she react like that? This was the twerp. This was Timmy. Whom she had babysat. Wow, it really had been a long time. Then his words shook her from her stupor.

"Oh, so the dog…?" He trailed, waiting for her to offer a name. She paused. She had never really considered naming the dog. He was just the mutt…the stray…the dog. Sensing she had nothing to offer, Timmy continued.

"Well, he is in recovery. It was about 5 hours' worth of work, but he seems out of immediate danger now. He will have to stay here for a few days, then we can let you take him. He is going to need a lot of rest after what that car did to him."

Vicki could almost sense a bit of passion in Timmy's voice. She liked it, to see him excited. She considered for a moment how she wished someone would ever be that passionate about her before letting the thought slip away. Timmy always had been a caring sort, so him being here as a vet made sense. And from what the old doctor had said, Timmy was really good.

"Ok…" She didn't really know what else to say, so she sat and stared for a moment. Timmy seemed to sense this and finally placed his hand back on her shoulder as he made his suggestion.

"You could, umm, go home for a bit? These chairs are far from comfortable. Perhaps there is a better place to get some sleep? I promise we will call you if anything changes. We'll call to set up for him to go home too."

"You will?" Vicki felt herself say it. She meant it for him directly, but he didn't know that. And she didn't want him to know it. What was going on with her? This wasn't typical Vicki.

"I promise." Timmy had moved down and held her hand in both of his. He seemed to really want to make her feel better. And she appreciated it. But his touch did something else to her and it worried her. Just then, her back gave a twinge and she grimaced. She decided she should take his advice about going home. "Ok, home then…right." She tore her eyes from him and stood.

And then fell again. Her back hurt and she was still exhausted. But it didn't matter because Timmy caught her before she could fall. As she looked through the front of the clinic, she could see how dark it was and how quiet. Apparently it was very early in the morning. And Timmy had literally worked on her dog all night long.

With his arm wrapped under hers to support her, Vicki watched as Timmy glanced around the waiting room. Seeing no one around, he called over to Lauren.

"Lauren, I'll be right back. I'm going to help Miss Valentine home." Vicki thought she saw an angry look in Lauren's eyes, but as she nodded her eyes were already back on her computer screen. And then Timmy was helping her out the door. She tried to turn back for her purse before noting that he already had it.

So they went, her leaning on his shoulder and giving him directions as they made their way along. With her sore back, it was slow going but Vicki didn't care. She was just enjoying the feeling of where she was. She took a deep breath and caught the scent of hi cologne and loved it.

Somewhere along the way, she felt herself falling asleep. She fought it for as long as she could, but it didn't matter and she passed out. She gave in to the experience and faded into sleep after one more look up at Timmy who was just smiling and helping her along.

VXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVXVX

Vicki woke up the next morning lying on her soft bed. The sheets were wrapped gently around her and she noticed that she was in her underwear. Thinking back on her morning, she felt herself blush. She looked around quickly but did not see Timmy anywhere. Letting out a breath, she relaxed. At least she hadn't done something more foolish. She sat up and looked over to her nightstand.

Then she saw the letter. It was settled just under her phone, almost to make sure she would find it. She picked it up to read the thick rough script.

_Vicki,_

_Sorry about not being there when you woke up like you asked. I had to get back to the hospital. I'm also sorry about taking your clothes off, but you kept complaining about how uncomfortable they were on the walk home. I hoped it would be ok. I promise I'll be keeping a close eye on your mutt and will let you know the instant he is awake. _

_I'm sorry we had to meet again like this, but it was really nice to see you._

_Timmy (aka Twerp) _

Lying on top of her phone, she noticed, was a business card. She picked it up, almost hoping to see his number. As she read it, she noted that her twerp was now Timmy Turner, DVM. There were some other letters she didn't really understand, but she was impressed nonetheless. She was disappointed when she didn't see anything more than his work number, so she sat the card back down on her phone and went to shower.

It was when she got back from the shower when she noticed that there was some writing on the back of the card, and it made her smile.


End file.
